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*The men pulled four into the boat.
dhen." said Polly, in & bushed awe-
struck voice, *a lndy—n beautiful lady
with a little baby in her arms, was
<rifting Ly. Captain reached
<out for her, but she said *my bahy
Mirst,” and held it right up in both
handg, g0 he coukin't help catching
bhold of it. Then n grent sea swept the
Iady away. A pieco of the wreck
broke a hole in the boat’s side," con-
tinued Polly, steadying her voice with
an efiort, “and the crew had hand
work to get sashore. They man-
aged to  somchow, though, and
the mived people were sent up

& % Bixport. Captain Flage took

MY BABY ¥IRST."
sthe bahy—that was me—home to his

wife. Ever and ever so many bodies
drifted ashore,” said Polly, with a lit-
tle shudder, “and the beautiful lady
among them. Some of the passengers
bad soen ber with her hnsband and
baby on boand the steamer, bus no one
«of the saved people knew their names,
Lots of folks who had friends and rela-
tions on the * Pomerania’ ecame on
1o Bixport and took the bodies away;
but nobody recognized the beautiful
lady, so Captain Flagg had her buried
here, and this stone put up. There
was a ring on her wedding finger, that
L always wear on a little chain round
my meck,"—amd Polly touched the
front of her simple linen collar, *with
“Pauline’ engraved inside, so Captain
Flagg named me the same—that's why
they call me ‘Polly.""

* Then the beautiful lady was vour
smothor, and vou the little baby!"
Dbreathlessly eried Tad.

Polly nodded gravely, and again the
far-away look came into her eyes, as
they rested on the grassy mound at her
feet. But soon the practical side of
her nature asserted ftsell.

“Come, Tad,” she said, rising to her
fect, “it's getting pretty near supper-
time, and 1 must help Mother Flagor—
she's got doughnute to fry."  So the
two made their way out of the old
chiirch-yard, and entered the home zate
at the same time as Captain Flagz,
who, with a rudiant face, was just re-
turning from his interview with Miss
Smith.

“You're to go over there in the
morning, Tad,” said the Captain, aft-
er disclosing to him the nature of his
own errand to the howse of the maiden
lady in question, *“and if she likes the
ent of your jib she'll hire you on trial
for & spell, at two dollars a week and
board—what do you say to that?"

For a moment or two Tad could say
nothing whatever; the prospect of earn-
ing such a sum at the very onset, fairly
took away his breath. Mors than s
bhundred dollars s vear, and board be-
side! Why, it would not be so very
long, at that rate, before he should be
sble, to buy himsclf the little home of
his dreams.

* Well, didn’t you hear what I ssid?
*pears to me you're dretful deef!™ ob-
served the Captain, a little sharply,
thinking perhaps that Tad's silence
-arose from a disinclination to accept
‘the offer which he, Captain Flagg, knew
‘was a most favorable one.

* Who's that’s so dretful deef—Tad?"
interposed a familiar voice, pefore Tad
-could frame & reply. The speaker was
no other than Joe Whitney, who, scent-
ing the odor of frying doughnuts in
passing, had come in for a possible
#hare of the spoils, just in time to hear
‘his uncle’s remark.

“Deef as a haddock,” grumbled the

" .Captain, irritably, “and dumb into the

bargain, anybody’d think; for here I've
as us got hima berth to Miss
Smith's, and he's to go over there fust
in the morning for a kind of over-

in’, but when I tell him, he never

so much as says whether he’s glad or
sorry—don’t say nothin', in fact.” And
Jere, as the Captain paused for breath,
astonished Tad had at last a chance to

-explain himseclf.
Teel. y. Sil'." ‘_‘§ d the ‘W!.
with sparkling cyes and eager speoch,

-#jt’s only because that I'm so glad and
so—so—every thing,” said Tad, unable
to frame his gratitude, “that Tean'tsay
what J want to."”

The Captain, who saw his mistake,
~was jnstantly appeased. He patted
"Tad on the shoulder in the most friend-
1y manner imaginable, and after clear-
his throat told him in a low tone
that Solomon hit the nail square on the
“head when he said that there’s a Provi-
«dence that shapes our ends, refuse them
as moch ns we've a mind to, und then,

that the small sachel was

H

from the kitchen.

“Tain't the way I'd put it, Uncle
Jeth,” remnrked the frrepressible Jos,
with his mouth full of doughnut and
a suspivious bunchiness about his
pockets, as Captain Flagg laid down
the with » look of conscions
pride  “I'd just say: ‘Fonnd in Broad
Strest station, Philadelphis. on such-

and-such a nigt » land-bag. Prove

Property and pay charges. Address

aa:inuin Jethro  Flagg, Bixport,
n..“

Captain Flagg regarded his woda-
cious nephew with a look in which
mild Yadignation was blended with
pity. “Mebbe yon would, Joseph,™ he
said, with some severity, “mebbe you
would; but, considerin’ that I'm jost »
few years older’'n you, I've took the
liberty of doin® this my own way.”

“All right, Unecle Jeth,” returned
the unabashed youth, “if you don't
mind, Idon't, I'm sure. Say, Tud™
he remarked, briskly, turning to the

sceretly amused youth, “how’d yon
like ma to go over to Miss Smith's in
the moring and spesk s good word
for you, eh?™

“I'd like you to go with me ever #o
much,” warmly replied Tad. He did
not rely much upon Joe's verbal ree-
ommendation, but he had a sort of
feeling that the moral support of his
presence wonld be a great deal.

“I'll eall for you right after break-
fast,” briefly returned Joe, with a twin-
kle in the cye. that, had Polly been
present, she would have understood st
once to mean mischiel. But she was
helping Mre. Flagy with supper prep-
arations, and the Captain was busy

sending off the coples of his notive to
a couple of city papers, so Tad had no
warning as to Joe Whitney's love of
practical jokes. And all the way home
Joe choked down certain litile twinges
of conscience, by representing to him-
self that it was “only a little fun, any-
way,” an excuse which I fancy has
been common to mischievous youth
from the fabled stoning of the frogs
down to the present day.

Misa Smith was “shooing™ some
hens out of her yard as Joe came by
the house, and he at once volunteered
his services with marked success, Send-
ing the lust hen shricking across the
strect with a stick following closely at
her tail-feathers, Joe closed the gate
carcfully.

“+0Oh, I say, Miss Smith" he re-
marked, ns he was turning away, “I
told Tad—the boy that Uncle Jeth
brought home this trip—that I'd eome
over with him in the morning—he's
sort of bashful with strangers.”

“Noboldy'd accuse you of any thing
m the kind, Joe Whitney,"” was Miss
Smith's uncompromising answer. She
was tall, thin, angular and forty, with

= zood heart, but rather uncertain tem-
per. And Joe was not a prime favor-
ite with Miss Smith, by resson of
his rather pecnlior tendencies to mis-
chief.

*Tsd's a real good boy, I guess,"
said Joe, ignoring the personality, *but
if he's as hand of hearia® as UncleJeth
says—for 1 heard him say Tad waas deef
as o haddock-—you'll have to holler like
old boots to make him hear.” And,
without waiting to be questioned far-
ther, Joe sendded homewand.

True to his promise, Jue was on
hand bright and carly on the following
morning. Captain _ Flagg had gone
down to superintend the discharge of
the *“Mary J.s" cargo, and Mrs
Flagg was in the kitchen. Only Polly
and Bounco followed the two boys to
the gate.

« Remember, now! no tricks—Joe,™
called out Polly, warningly; *good
luck to you Tad,” and she waved her
hand encouragingly, as the latter
turned with a very full heart. to look
back at the old home whose occupants
had given him so friendly a reception.

« Oh, isn't this nice!” said Tad, en-
thusiastically, as he drew in a great
breath of the sweet, pure sir, and
looked at the quiet beauty of the land-
scape about him. Behind the village
rose a range of spruce and pine cov-
ered hills. All romnd were fertile
farms, and, in the eyes of the city-bred
boy, Bixport and its surroundings
seemed a sort of miniature Paradise.

“Not so bad,” patronizingly assent-
ed his companion. And as they crossed
s small stone bridge which spanned a
deep narrow stream, Joe stopped and
peeped serutinizingly over the rail, at
the dark eurrent below.

»] guess the water's warm enough
to try the trout—to-morrow's Satur-
day, and if Miss Smith'll let you off in
the afternoon—if she hires you—what
do yon say if we go tronting?"

Say! What would any boy say tosucha
proposition—particularly a boy who had
never before been outside city wails?
“But may be Miss Smith won't hire
me,” suggzested Tad, a little soxiously,

after having expressed s rapturous
readiness to accompany his newly-
made friend on a trouting tramp, or
anywhere else that Joe might sugzest.
* #XNo trouble about that!" Joe replied,
confidently; “she'd tzke anybody Un-
cle Jeth recommended. You know
she's hard of bearing?"” he added, care-

less<ly,

Ko, Tad did not know it

“Fact!" said Joe, with a nod: “and
it I was you, I'd speak up good and
loud, s0’s to let ber sec that you've got
a voice of your own. The londer you
holler, the better she’ll like you,”™ he
added, with a slight twinge of his not
over-sensitive conscience. For though
it was true that Miss Smith was un-
deniably hard of hearing in her right
ear, ing s litte sbove

*80 this le the boy," she said, in an
uncompromising sort of voice—her re-

the tobacco-box, as the source of manly
government for two sexes.

Well, one day he sat in his tip-hack
chair reading his fuvorite daily, when
a report of & woman-sullrage conven-
tion ran under his cye and set him to

b made editorinls.

mark ¥y addressed to herself—
sshumph!" 2
This was by no aging, | ®

and Tad's hopes went down telow zero
with eonsiderable rapidity. Joe stood
a little at one side, with a shadowy look
of expectancy on his freckled face.

“How old are you, Tad?' saddenly
shrieked Miss Smith, with such unex-
pected energy that mechanically Tad
clapped his hands to his ears,

“Fourteen—in my fiftecnth year!™
shouted Tad, whose face beeame quita
erimson throngh the exertion. Bo did
Joe's, but from a different canse.

Mias Smith started back involuntari-
Iy.
‘ “Mercy on us!” she exclaimed
“Why don't you speak a little londer!”
she added, in a sareastic sort of roar.

o] said fourteen, marm—in my Gk
teenth yoar!" Tad yelled, with the full
power of his lungs; for, unfortunately,
he took her ironical suggestlon in per
fect good-faith.

Miss Smith dropped the rake-bandis,
and sat down on the pinzza steps.
Joe, whoes face was of a lively purple
which extended to his ear-tips, began
to edge towand the gate.

“You won't do, boy," sereamed Miss
Smith, so shrilly that John Doty, who
was plowing in an adjoining field,
stopped his oxen and looked wonder-
ingly acrose at the *‘old Smith place.”
as it was locally called, while S
mantha Nason, Miss Smith's “hired
help,” rushed bare-armed from the
kitchen, with a vague impression that
Miss Smith was in hysterics.

4] ean’t hire any one as deaf as you
are, and run the risk of breaking a
blood-vessel hollering to you," con-
tinned Miss Smith in the same high
key, as Tad stood confounded and de-
spondent at her sbrupt refusal; “be-
sides, I'm not so hard of hearing ns
all that comes to, and your voice gnes
throngh my head like aknife—yah-h-h!"
with which eoncluding ejaculation
Miss Smith put her hands to the
sides of her pastoboard sun-bonnet and
shuddered. “Why, Lain'tdeaf, marm!"
wonderingly exclaimed Tad, dropping
his woice several octaves, *and 1
wouldn't have spoke so loud only Joe
said you was hard of hearing, an' if he
was me he'd speak up good and lond.™

Joe could stand it no longer, With
an explosive yell of laughter he dodged
through the gate, and, dropping in the
green sward, at a safe distance,

doubled himself up in an eestasy of un-
secmly mirth.

“Joe Whitney!" gasped Miss Smith,
starting to her feet and shaking her
!finger threatening in the dircetion of
the prostrate practical joker, as the

truth of the matter flashed across her
mind, *vou see if your father don't
hear of this, sir!”

But her indignation was always
short Tived, and gradually a grim smile
softened the hard lines of her face,
though the overshadowing head-gear
hid it from Tad's anxious gaze.

“And so you want a place, eh?" she
snid, abruptly, but not unkindly, as
she turned her sharp grav eves full
upon Taud, who was looking reproach-
fully at Joc as, having risen, he
cautiously advanced within earshot.

=t you please, marm," was the re-
spectful answer, and Tad looked plead-
ingly up at the malden lady as he
spoke. Something in his thin, pale
face moved Mias Smith's heart curi-
ously.

The boys who had worked for her
from time to time had generally beer
unintellizent, brown-faced boys, witl
larme appetites amd & tenency to' idle
away as muoch time as they possibly

“He's got a look I kind of like,
thongh he és a pindling sort of a boy,"
thought Miss Smith, rubbing her nose
reflectively.

“Don’t you dare enter that gate,
Joseph Whitney!” she exclaimed, with

tion. Affecting to be overcome with
remorseful sorrow, he appied a small
red-boardered cotton handkerchief to
his eyes, and sobbed hysterically, afier
which, twisting it between his fingers,
ho feigned to wring tears of bitter
gricf from its folds.

Turning her back upon the arch dis-
sembler, Miss Smith proceeded to put
Tad through a rapid course of question-
ing. Did he smoke or swear? Had he
been vaccinated? Were his father and

mother living? Had he been to school?
What church did he attendf—and »
few other querics, of similar import.
On sll points exeept that of church-
going Tad's answers were very satie
factory; and Miss Smith graciously ad

i
5
:
i
i

“Now, there's wife,” quoth Tom to
Tom; *‘she's vneommon smart at all
she ever tried (wouldn't I thrash the
fellow that sald she wasn't); but
pshaw! what's she know ‘bout tariff
on wool, civil service, bogua butter,
an' plooro-newmoney. eh?"

Then he chuckled to himself in the
looking-glass opposite, and was ahout
to resume his papor, when Conscience
glanced up into his face und whispered,
with a smile:

“Tom, dear, all people are dull
touching things they never rubbed
agninst. You run your saw-mill well;
but you couldn't run a cotton-mill,
nor bake a batch of bread like Luey's;
and when she has a hand in the loaf of
State Government, she'll study to
mould that, too, light and sweet, and
“lo it to a turn’ in the oven of public
serviee.”

“May be so, Conscience; but, bless
me! she studies up thing 'nough now 1
wish she didn't—no need o' miasions
an' tempernnce, night-schoals and
tinkerin' for the poor. I'd jest like to
have one field left she didn’t take in-
terest 'nonigh in to wateh me.”

* Ah, Tom! now youw're honest; for
the voting women certainly will know
mare of men's political conduct, and
excuse less. 8o, too, Lucy, you say,
now thinks and labors for others, also;
but still she's a good housekeeper,
isn't she?™

* Yes, ma'am! best in town, "cause
she don't vute. If she votes, the
doughnuts’ll all turn intoe books an'
thoughts on relorming every body, an’
she'll come to respeet hersell for all
she's worth; then other folks will, too,
Why, she might get to be head o' the
family. 1 tell you, woman shoull be
kept "umble like, as in parts o' France
she has to get married In mournin’;
an’ that showed a model wife—that
old London. sign-board as had painted
on it a fomale figger without a head,
an' marked “The Good Woman.' "’

“Yes, Tom,” eaid Conscience,
sternly, *“in those days men were
brutes.”

“Suy, Conscience, keep still, can't
you! Woman was made to fry fish for
wan; be his sewin'-machine, tou; and
when she's ont o’ apple dumplin's, she's
oulen her sphere.  She’s good "nough
for me as she be.”

“Tom, man, you need her the very
best she can be.”

“Well, well, well! Somechow I feel
it in my bones as sulfrage is a-comin’
to her. I'm 'fraid, too, Luey won't vote
my way every time, 'causo she pious,
like lots on 'em. They'll vote pious,
too, I reckon; an' then, oh, dear me!
poor Tom'll losg his tansy bitters. No,
ma'am, Miss Conscience; I guess I'm
for keepin' sullirage in the masculine
gender.”

Just once more, and thoughtfully in
enrnest, good Conscience bﬁmed u
into his face and said: . o

“Beloved Tom, 1I'm your best friend;
kindly and carefully hear me. As you
say, woman is pious; her nature looks
upward as tar as nature's God, and the
more it Iays hand upon all that is true
and helpful, the more womanly wife
and inspiring mother she'll be.
Woman never can become 8 bad wife
anil mother through leave to make the
State guardian of the treasures dearest
to wife and mother. Wouldn’t you feel
disgraced, Tom, if disfranchised? And
don't your bright wife and danghter
feel it as keenly? Youn know you never
grew so fast s the morning you
awoke twenty-one. ‘But Lucy'll vote
away your bitters," you say. Bo she
will; but think how the loss of your bit-
ters will sweeten the life of you both.
She'll not, though, vote away your ap-
ple dumplings; she'll only vote the
peaceful flavor of her home into all the
country, and then all the country will
respect her home. Indeed, Tom, if
you'll vote as 1 tell you, Lucy'll always
vote with yon; and if she be half as re-
ligious ns you say, will not her vote
cleanse the “filthy pool of polities?* Or
do you fear Lucy’ll be soiled? Men and
women mingle safely on the street, in
the shop, the cars, the post-office, the
public audience; may they not keep
harmless while voting.  Surely, Tom,
if the men who vote be not fit for Lucy
to walk near for a moment at the polls,
they're not fit to make laws for her;
and if your voting-place be too filthy
for your wife to step into, perhsaps,
dear mnn, it's proof of your unfitness
nothers—prool that the place needs
her. Do think of these things, Tom,
dear."

Well, Tom did go back to his saw-
mill thoughtful; the bark slipped from
his thoughtless prejudice; and to-day,
in his esteem, Lucy stands by his side,
not a slab from the log of ereation,
but a cut straight-grained and clear,
through the vaken heart of a righteous
purpose, to build unwarped both the
bome and the State.—James Clement
Anibrose, in Woman's Journal
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PROTECTION FOR GIRLS
Bame Legls The
on *“Age of Cosssat™ In Differemt
hinlow

The effort made by the W. C. T. U.s
of New York State, last winter, to
have the *‘Age of consent” maised to
eighteen years, has borme excellent
fruit. The bill for this was
drawn up under the supervision and
introdnced at the request of Mr. Aaron
Powell, editor of the Fhilantkropist and

E‘;

il

E

passage

of State

fized upon,

last session of the Legislature, sixtesn
years was made the marriageabls age
for females and elghteen for males.

the
past winter New York, New Jersey and
Pennsylvania have each passed laws
fixing the age at sixteen years. Ilii-
nols aml Michigan have fixed it st
fourteen; Maine at thirteen, while the
Legislature of Delawsre adjourned
leaving the age at seven years. The
Department of Social Purity fecls un=
der great obligations to Hon. John L
Piatt, of Poughkeepsie. who introduced
the bill asking for eighteen years, and
through whose earnest efforts we be-
lieve the result to be largely due.—
Woman's Journal.,
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ITEMS ABOUT WOMEN.

Mnas. Crawronrp, Paris correspond-
ent of the London Daily Neaos and
Truth, is said to earn ten thousand dol-
lars & year by her pen.

Mue Taerar loft nearly all her
property, nbout £400,000, to the Paris

icipality, to found hool for the
training of girls in honsehold duties.

Miss Juria Warp Howe bhas re
ceived a set of silver from the Bons of
8t, George, ns a ftestimonial for her
services to the lodge on the occasion
of the Queen's jubilee.

Mgs. Hester M. Pooie, for the las
nine years editor of a woman’s depar
ment in the Beligio-Philosophical Jour-
nal. retires from her post erowned
with high encomiums from the editor-
in-chief, and with the genuine regre’
of all who have read her eolumn.

Mgs. Dr. ELvis, an American lady,
is physician to the Queen of Corea
She has apartments in the royal palace
at Scoul, and receives a yearly salary
which is equal to eighteen thousand
dollars.  She is expected to visit the
Queen dally, and remains in call when
Her Majesty is indinposed.

Mns. Jony FieLp, of Philadelphin,
has given paintings, eighty-threein all,
to Williams College, and money to
erect & building for Sanderson Acad-
emy, at Ashfiell. The paintings in.
clude works by Roussean, Troyon,
Weld, Kensett and Cropsy. In the
building at Ashfield for Sonderson
Academy, a memorial room will be
fitted up in memory of her husband.

Mes. Marcaner W. Camrsery, of
Enst Des Moines, In, ndvises the wom-
en of that State to offer their voles al
the next vlection, claiming that women
may vote there without violating sny
law. The constitution of Iowa desig-
nates male citizens as volers, but it
nowhere in express terms prohibits fe-
male citizens from voting.

Mrss 8. M. HorrerT, formerly en
grossing clerk in the Iowa Senate,
now of Denison, Ia., has inangurated
in Crawford County a system. which
has worked so snccessfully elsewhere,
of reporting each day the sales, mort
gnages, mechanica’ liens, chattel mort-
gages and judgments filed. Sho ex-
smines daily the official reconds, pre-
pares and distributes the report:
through the mail to her patrons, wha
find it a valuable assistance in their
buginess. Miss Hollett's enterprise has
proved snccesaful beyondl her expecta
tions, and is an evidence of the ca-
pacity and energy of the Iowa girls

Mary PEapoDY, of Salem, became
the wife of the late Horace Mann, who
had » hend as destitute of imagination
ns Hawthorne's was full of it. She
wrote the novel of slave life in Cuba
entitled **Juanita,"’ which was pub-
lished last spring, a few wecks after
ber lamented death, and was the con~
stant companion of her sister Elize-
beth, who is the original promoter of
the kindergartens, which Mrs. Quincy
Shuw has taken under her special pro-
tection. Sophia Peabody had the fort-
une to wed the shy but powerful ro-
mancer, Nathanicl Hawthorne. She
was equal to the situation, and in the
*‘Life of Hawthorne," which has been
written by his_son, there is nothing
more beantiful than the womanly sym-
pathy which she supplied to the man
of genius

Mgs F. A. W. Surues, who, thirty-
five years ago, co-operated with Miss
Gregory in founding the Mount Car-
roll Seminary, at Mount Carroll, lIL,
and who for many years has been its
sole proprietor, giving the best ener-
gies of her Ife to its service, to in-
sure, not only the continuation but the
growth of the institution, wishes to
put it under the control of those hay-
Ing ability and funds, who are warmly
interested in the higher education of

She projp to d the
ssminary property, free of incum-
brance, to an association that will
raise an endowment of $100,000—be
this association composed of former
students, an orthodox religions body,
or the two united—this endowment to
be placed under the control of a board
of trustees, and the income used for
the benefit of the institution.

Something to Think Over.

The truth of the text, *To him that
hath shall be given,” is shown by the

they belong to the male sex commends
them to favor. In Jowa (and some-
thing similar is true in other States)

SBome of the river men some times
stopped at the house, and a number of
them were among the suitors of the
beautiful Siddie. For a long time none
of them was particularly favored, but
it was finally remarked that a prefer
ence was shown one of the number, a
handsome young fellow who, though he
had not been longom the river, was
very popul g his It was
soon understood that he had won Sid-
die’s heart and had been promised her
hand, and none wers surprised when
it was learned that the day had been
named for the marriage of Siddie and
her choice. The time went happily for
the lovers until ashort time before the
day which was to complete their joy,
when the young man had to leave on s
long trip down the river. He was to
return just in time to be married on
the day appointed. Siddie bade her
stalwart young Jover a lingering and
relnctant farewell, and be started with
a heart full of hope upon his journey.
He never returned. One report has it
that he was drowned, another that his
fate was never known. Siddie refused
for montha to believe that he would
not come back, and long after the day
which was to have witnessed their mar-
ringe, she conld be seen upon the bank
of the river looking for the coming of
her betrothed. As timo went on, and
he came not, the look of expectancy
faded into one of bewilderment, and
soon gave place to one of painful ap-
prehension.

The poor girl lostall interest in her
surroundings, and ecemed absorbed
with the idea of finding her best love.
It was soon whispered about that grief
bad robbed her of her reason. She
would leave the house in the morning
and not return for hours amd it was
noticed that her daily walk always
took her along the river side. Ome
day she went on oneof these walks,
but at noon she had not returned. The
day wore on and her absence began to
excite alarm. When night came and
she had not appeared, & search party
was organized, and in adrenching
wind and rain storm which come
up, began to acour the w»uﬁﬁ'
the west bank of the river. It was
learned that the giel had followed the
downward course of the Cumberiand,
several persons having seen her as
she passed in the morning. Soon the
searchers ceased to hear her at all, and
it was not until the next day, when
some of them had gone as far down as
Ashland and crossed over to the little
settlement which then occupied the
site of the present town, that any news
of the gitl was again heard. The
searchers then learned that their work
wasdone. The girl had lesped from the
bluff into the river below.—Nashville
(Tenn.) Banner.
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THE LIMEKILN CLUB.
Brother Gardoer Makes s Few Wonder-
fully Prastical Remarks.

s Dar’ am sartin things I should like
you to remember,"” said Brother Gard-
ner as State Rights Smith finally got
over his fit of coughing and the hall be-
came quiet.  **In de fust place, de man
who lies will knock & man down fur
eallin’ him a liar jist as soon as & man
who tells de troof. In de nex’ place, il
A man says you lie, an' you doan’ lie,
how do you prove you doan' by hittin’
him?

“What men lack in argyment dey
will try to make up either in ridicule or
bulidozin'.

*When you h'ar of & puson wid a
confidenshul friend, you bev found
somebody to be sorry fur.

“A man may hev your respect an’
admiration fur half & century on gen-
eral principles, an’ yit lose all in half a
day by refusin’ to indorse your bank
note.

“Moas’ ebery man has his weak side,
sn' moas' of us, except de drunkanrd,
ar' hypocrites. We hide our weak-
ness, while be exhibits his.

] like to believe a!l men honest. but
1 nebber take de same patent medicine
fur liver complaint an’ de toolache, no
matter how de label reads.

*If eber I open a bank I shan't hant
fur s cashier widout any small vices.
1 hev seen de time when a chaw of
plug terbacker stopped my hunger fur
my neighbor’s new pertaters,

“It ar' essy "nuff to make friends in
a new nay' All you hev to do
is to be a cheerful lender. Your ene-
mies will appear when you stop lendin’
an" begin to borrow. Let us now take
de reg'lar purceedin’s an' purceed to
bizness.””—Detroit Free Press.

——— A A—
—+Do you not often wonder.George,"
she said, softly, as they stood st the
“at the infinite number of stars,
where that vast, silent, eternal proces-
gion is and whence it came?’
+Ye-es," replied George, rather hesitat-
¥, “but don’t you find that tn look
at the sky forany length of time makes
the back of your neck ache?'—XN I.
Sun.

 —— - A—————
—As
loug as we are young, suffering

and sorrow isa

wadds one more furrow in oar
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—A simple way to decorate » wasts
basket is to get bright and fancifel
Japanese napkins and cover the baskes
with them. Tie them with ribbons

man who never saw a pound of butter
than some farmer or his wife who had
made butter all their lives in their

ment, growth or milk, and feeding for
fat. The farmer’s wife often complaing
that her hens will not Isy. Thereasom
is they get all the corn they want and
are to fat. The egg is composed
largely of albumen and to produce it
the hens must have albuminoids.
—Cold Deviled Eggs.—Boil a nmm-
ber of eggs very hanl; when cold re-/
move the shells and cut cach egg in
halt. Take out the yolks and pound
them in & mortar with a few boned an-
chovies, pepper, salt and s pinch of dry
mustard, molstening with a little but-
ter. Fill the empty whites cut in halves
with this mixture, and armnge ins
dish garnished with parsley,—Farm,

Field and Stockman.
—To purify s room set s pitcher of
water in the a t, and in & fow

hours it will have absorbed afl the re-
spired in the room, the air of
which wiil have bocome purer, but the
water utterly filthy. The colder the
water is the grester the capacity to
contain these gases. At the ordinary
temperature a pail of water will absorb
a pint of earbonie acid gas and several
piuts of ammonin The capacity is
nearly doubled by reducing the water
to the temperature of ice. Hénce,
water kept in & room for a whils is
unfit for use.

—— e
RUST IN WHEAT.

The dinease known as rust in wheat
and oats is ennsed by a fungus ealled
Puccinia graminis, which has s most in-

the tree, and the third adult stage sa s
mature moth with wings, so does this
rust have thres distinct

produced
that survive the winter in the straw or
stubible of wheat, cats or some other
grass plants. In the spring theso resé-
ing spores in some way get upon the
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ly in the kind of spores

the surface of the plant
black, instead of reddish or
They can be seen in rows
stem or leaves of ripe grain, or
in fields that were infested.
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